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point of departure: here were materials for doubt and
difficulty, of which the petty officers of the port knew how
to avail themselves. They might come from Barbary, from
an infected port; plague might be aboard, a question of
quarantine. Lothair observed that they were nearly along-
side of a fine steam yacht, English, for it bore the cross of
St. George, and while on the quay, he and the patron of
the speronn.ro arguing with the officers of the port, a
gentleman from the yacht put ashore in a boat, of which
the bright equipment immediately attracted attention. The
gentleman landed almost close to the point where the
controversy was carrying on. The excited manner and
voice of the Sicilian mariner could not escape notice. The
gentleman stopped and looked at the group, and then sud-
denly exclaimed, t Good heavens ! my Lord, can it be you ? '

* Ah !  Mr. Phoebus, you will help me/ said Lothair, and
then he went up to him and told him everything.    All
difficulties   of  course   vanished   before   the   presence   of
Mr. Phoebus, whom the officers of the port evidently looked
upon as a being beyond criticism and control.

1 And now/ said Mr, Phoebus, * about your people and
your baggage.'

* I have neither servants nor clothes/ said Lothair, 'and
if it had not been for these good people, I should not have
had food.'

CHAPTER LXXII.

MR. PHCEBDS in his steam-yacht PAN, of considerable ad-
measurement and fitted up with every luxury and con-
venience that science and experience could suggest, was on
his way to an island which he occasionally inhabited, near
the Asian coast of the JSgean Sea, and which he rented
from the chief of hie wife's house, the Prince of Samoa,